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A WORD OF 
CAUTION 


One day in July of 1960, a bumbling, ace 
reporter from the Muthalode Morning Mung- 
pie, one Philbert Desanex, was sent down to 
the waterfront to cover a shoot-out between 
local police and one of the FBI’s ten most 
wanted men (who, amazingly enough, just 
happened to be holed up in an abandoned 
warehouse). While Philbert was standing 
around taking notes, he was accidentally shot 
in the mouth. 


When he didn’t die, or even bleed, he be- 
came curious and stuck his finger ‘into the 
bullet hole. Something immediately bit it and 
Philbert hastily withdrew his finger. Then he 
heard a deep voice say “Bleh!” and was fur- 
ther amazed to experience something inside 
of him spit the bullet out onto the pavement. 


And then, according to the reports of by- 
standers (many of whom were reporters’ for 
competing papers in Muthalode), Philbert 
Desanex split down the middle and fell apart, 
and where there had once been one slightly- 
built, mild-mannered reporter, there was now 
an awesome eight- (some say ten) foot tall 
wart-hog, weighing 900- (some say 1150) 
pounds, wearing a glowing red and green suit 
of tights with W-W emblazoned across his 
chest. 


The wart-hog, with scarcely a tensing of 
his muscles, proceeded to soar directly at the 
criminal (who had quit firing from his 6th 
floor perch and was curiously peering out the 
window). Ignoring the hail of bullets bounc- 
ing off his chest, the pig grabbed the criminal 
with both hands and began mashing and 
bashing and squashing him until the hapless 
fugitive from justice resembled a puddle of 
strawberry preserves. 


“Get me two loaves of bread!” he com- 
manded, and when this was done the hog 
deftly fashioned and consumed the first 
Villain Sandwich ever seen in Muthalode. 


“My name is Wonder Wart-Hog!” he in- 
structed the aghast crowd. “I hate crim- 
inals .. 2” 


“Whooooo .. . yes!” chorused the by- 


“For money!” said the hog. 
“Ahhhh!” agreed the crowd. 


“T’ll be around!” predicted the hog, “when 
I’m needed!” 


He picked up the two halves of what had 
previously been Philbert Desanex, ace report- 
er, gathered Philbert’s notes and pencil, and 
disappeared around the corner. 


The next day, seemingly unchanged Phil- 
bert Desanex was back at his desk in the 
Muthalode city room, grinning faintly, and 
answering all queries with a cheery, “I’m sure 
I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 


Thus, Wonder Wart-Hog, Fearless Ex- 
ponent of Law and Order, came into the 
world to make things hot and nasty for 
evil-doers of all stripes. You hold now in 
your hands the very first issue of WONDER 
WART-HOG MAGAZINE. 


Starting in issue number 2 of this magazine, 
this page will be devoted to Pig Pen Pals, a 
quarterly collection of letters and comments 
from fans and foes of the Hog of Steel. 


So read on, friend, and if someone should 
shoot you in the mouth, perhaps you’d best 
keep your hands in your pockets. 
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WONDER WART-HOG 
MEETS SUPER FOOL 


Philbert Desanex, ace reporter of the Muthalode 
Morning Mishap, sat in his office high above Mutha- 
lode’s smog and tried to keep from throwing up all 
over the classified ads he had been assigned to do 
when he had reported for work at his customary 
6:30 a.m. starting time. Philbert Desanex had a 
fantastic hangover. 


No one else in the office would ever have suspected 
that the pitiful, groaning Philbert of this particular 
morning had anything but, say, a light touch of the 
virus (if they bothered to him any attention at 
all), for as they all knew, Philbert was not a drinking 
man. Oh, he might occasionally indulge in a tin’ 

lass of creme de menthe, or even a cuba libre (thoug 

e always addec, “cut the rum” when he ordered). 
What his fellow workers didn’t know, and what 
Philbert knew only too well, was that his alter identi- 
ty, Wonder Wart-Hog, hidden beneath the mild-man- 
nered, fumbling exterior of Philbert Desanex, could 
and did consume bourbon or scotch or blended or 
rum or vodka or gin or brandy or ac or tequila or 
beer or wine or any liqueur endlessly and with great 
relish. “You just name the poison,” he was fond of 
saying. Pep pills, barbituates, marijuana, cocaine, 
heroin, peyote, LSD, rubber cement . . . Wonder 
Wart-Hog was a tense, tough crime-fighter, and when 
he got a few hours to himself, he liked to relax! Such 
behavior on the part of his powerful alter identity 
often led Philbert ex to seriously consider killing 
himself (sheer folly, actually, since he was in reality 
the Hog of Steel, and therefore immune to all known 
forms of death). 


The previous night’ Desanex had left the office 
at his customary 6:30 p.m. quitting time and had 
ducked into a convenient subway men’s room. Rip- 
ping off his work-a-day newspaperman suit, he ex- 

Jodled into the one and only Wonder Wart-Hog, 
fearless exponent of law and order, and ready for 
action. Quickly he mopped up the floor with a dozen 
lurking perverts of various and differing natures, and 
then began his nightly flight around the city to see 
whether there were any criminals afoot, up to some 
evil that might keep him from his supper. 


This night the city appeared quiet enough, so after 
locating another men’s room, the powerful wart-hog 
reverted back to mild-mannered Philbert Desanex 
and started home to eat his nightly peanut butter 
and bacon sandwich. However, as he passed his neigh- 
borhood liquor store, he imagined he heard a gruff 
voice say something about a “stick-up” and filling a 
sack with “loot.” Bounding into the store, Philbert 
witnessed a vicious-looking thug pointing two .45’s 
at a terrified shopkeeper. 


“This,” he muttered to himself, “looks like a job for 
WONDER WART-HOG!” 


The criminal, in his many years of looting and 
mayhem, had never seen anyone suddenly happen 
upon the scene of a crime and begin to disrobe. 


“Quit taking off your clothes and hand over your 
wallet,” he shrieked, somewhat unsettled. 


He then grew even more unsettled, for now, be- 
fore him, stood the biggest, meanest, foulest wart-hog 
he had ever seen, raging and snorting and striding 
directly toward him. It was nothing at all like the 
curious little wart-hogs he had seen at the zoo (which 
he attended with great regularity when he wasn’t 
stealing). Furthermore, this particular wart-hog was 
now holding him by the scruff of his neck, having 
squeezed his guns into what were practically spitwads, 
and was shaking him with much enthusiasm. He did, 
then, the only practical thing for a man to do when 
he fears he will obviously be gobbled up alive at any 
second ... he fainted dead away. 





Yes indeed, Philbert had a hangover. 


“That ought to pretty well take care of your 
menacing hoodlum,” Wonder Wart-Hog told the shop- 
keeper, stuffing the crook into an empty five gallon 
whisky bottle normally used for promotional purposes. 
“How about a reward?” 


The shopkeeper didn’t answer right away. He was 
still crouched behind the counter barely peering over 
it into the customer’s section of the store, sort of 
quaking and trying to think. He had been in business 
a long time, and had thus been held up many times, 
but this was the first time he had ever been more 
horrified at being rescued then during the actual 
holdup. Not a zoo-going man, he hadn’t the slightest 
idea as to the origin of whatever it was that had 
subdued the robber, except that it seemed to be some 
sort of gross pig. 


Still, he did owe it something (for he was a grate- 
ful man), yet exactly what? A big, ugly pig like that 
shouldn’t have any use for money or material pos- 
sessions. 


“There’s a diner next door,” he said cautiously, 
“and as thanks for what you’ve done, I’m sure I can 

rsuade the proprietor to dish you out a whole gar- 
Bago can full of slop!” 


“SLOP?” roared the wart-hog. “SLOP?” he 
screamed, suddenly towering over the quivering, 
terrified shopkeeper. “You said slop? Listen, you 
shake yourself out from behind that counter and box 
me up a whole case of Jack Daniels’ Black Label or 
Tl Pull your head off! I just did you a good deed, 
friend!” 





“Slop?” roared the pig. “SLOP?!” 


Needless to say, the shopkeeper complied with this 
request very quickly, and seemed quite honored to 
80. 


It was nearing nine o’clock at that time, so the 
happy wart-hog quickly gathered his Philbert Desa- 
nex clothes in one hand, the case of whiskey in the 
other, and started home, eager, he was, to sample 
a bit of his reward. 


By three in the morning he had consumed six 
fifths of bourbon and eight turkeys, so he decided 
to go to bed. First, he inged back into his Phil- 
bert Desanex costume so that he could put on Phil- 
bert’s favorite pajamas, and because Philbert’s bed 
was much too small for an eight-foot tall, four 
hundred pound pig. 


Which is why Philbert Desanex, in his office 
the next morning, stomach full of whiskey and turkey 
when all he’d wanted was a peanut butter and bacon 
sandwich, sincerely thought he was going to die. 
(Had Wonder Wart-Hog, napping contentedly deep 
within the Desanex facade, been troubled with this 
ferocious hangover, he would have gone home and 
sucked down a few more bottles of bourbon, believing, 
as he did, in the old “hair of the dog that bit me” 

eory. 


Suddenly, Desanex’ hangover seemed to vanish as 
his head cleared and his eyes focused. Actually, after 
four hours of starjng at the classified ad he had picked 
up to proof-read when he’d begun work that morning, 
he had finally figured out what it said. Although he 
didn’t yet understand its meaning. The ad read: 


Noodlenose: Deliver machine guns and bombs 
at midnight. I’m going to hold up 
the First National Bank and kill all 
the people. 


“How very strange,” thought Philbert. “This seems 
vague; perhaps it’s a code. I’ll get Melody Lane to 
help me break it so I’ll know what section to put 
it in. 


Melody Lane was Philbert’s assistant, so to speak; 
sort of a secretary and a part-time reporter in her 
own right. Philbert Desanex was very much a myste- 
ry to her, and she felt a strange compassion for him. 
This was what bothered her. Her taste in men was 
practically anything but the ineffectual, naive sort 
that Philbert seemed to be. He was short, had a 
slight potbelly, a long drooping nose that supported 

ince-nez glasses, unruly hair with sporadic cow- 
icks; nothing, then, physically attractive about him 
at all. His personality seemed to be that of a... 
well cowardly simpleton, though actually, she hated 
to think that of anyone, 


For some strange reason, however, she occasionally 
had a premonition that foolish Philbert Desanex was 
connected in some manner with Wonder Wart-Hog, 
the powerful Hog of Steel who, practically single- 
handedly, kept Muthalode a near crime-free city. And 
anyone, even one as bumbling as Philbert, who could 
maintain that slight aura of mystery surrounding his 
person was interesting to Melody Lane (who consid- 
ered herself to be a very lern and empathetic 
woman). And, too, there was simply no getting around 
the fact that Philbert was nice. The slight cowardly 
manner she attributed to him was not that of a true 
coward, but rather of a man who knew his limita- 
tions. He had killed a mouse that had been in her 
desk once (though in reality, Philbert was deathly 
afraid of mice and would have much preferred to 
call on Wonder Wart-Hog to do the job, had it not 
meant revealing his secret identity to the whole 
office), and she couldn’t forget how he’d stepped in 
front of other male reporters to buy her coffee every 
morning for the last seven years. 


“Good morning, Melody!” Philbert said brightly. 
“Boy, you stire don’t stink this morning! Uh... well 
. +. not that you’ve ever stunk before! Ah . . . no, I 
mean you stink real good today!” 


“Oh, dang it, Melody . . . I mean to say that I 
like your perfume very much!” 


He cautiously offered her the strange ad. 


“What do you make of this, Stinky . . . uh, I mean, 
Melody?” 


Melody Lane sighed. It was just like Philbert to 
really screw up a simple compli it. But, all the 
same, in this case would have to admire his tre- 
mendous effort. She took the classified ad from his 
hand and thoughtfully read it through. When she’d 


{continued on page 31) 
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finished, she looked up at Philbert’s eager, smilin; 
face (though, actually, it seemed a trifle green) an 
gave him her opinion, unable, however, to keep a 
slight bit of sarcasm out of her tone. 


“I suspect, Philbert, dear, that this classified in- 
dicates a strong likelihood that foul play will be afoot 
somewhere in Muthalode tonight!” 


Unfortunately for Philbert’s composure, the em- 
barassment of having his well-meant compliment come 
out as more of an insult had rejuvenated his hangover 
and redoubled its power. While he stood there on 
quaking legs, waiting for Melody to read the strange 
ad, his stomach began rapidly contracting and ex- 
panding, and then it began to flip and flop. His 
ankles turned to peanut butter, and when she said 
foul play the import of her statement caused many 
of his inner juices to start seeking a way out of his 
pulsating body. Philbert knew he must always be 
alert to foul play, so that he could work, in the guise 
of the Hog of Steel, to prevent it. The pressure of 
this insight was too much for a man in his condition. 


“Foul play?” he gasped. “Urk! Urk! I think I’m 
going to be sick!” He clapped his hand over his mouth 
and half staggered, half crawled to the men’s room, 
which, luckily, was only ten feet away. 


“Tf that poor man has any relation to Wonder 
Wart-Hog,” mused Melody Lane smugly, “then I 
am the primmest, most puritanical old maid in 
Muthalode!” And, as many of the more masculine 
reporters could easily certify, she was definitely not 
that! 


Inside the men’s room, feeling somewhat better 
(although he was forced to cling to a wash basin for 
support), Philbert Desanex tried to think. 


“Melody is obviously right,” he figured. “That note 
has something sinister about it, though exactly what 
continues to escape me. Let’s see, First National 
Bank ... bombs .. . machine guns . . . midnight 
... OHO!!!! T’ll just wager there’s going to be a bank 
holdup! This is indeed a job for WONDER WART- 


But for once, these seemingly magical words had 
no effect. Philbert remained clinging precariously to 
the basin. He let go his hold, fell to the floor, and 
began beating his head and chest. 


“Wake up in there, you sot!” he screamed. “We’ve 
got work to do!” 


All of a sudden there was a great ripping noise, 
a oat of kicking feet and thrashing arms, a few 
muffled curses, much raucous snorting, and, finally, 
there before the washroom mirror, in place of Phil- 
bert Desanex, stood a tremendous wart-hog, resplend- 
ent in his red and green suit, wiping brown fur from 
his tongue with a big, hairy paw. 


“Good Lord,” he yawned, “do I ever need a 
drink!” 


Naturally, there was no bourbon to be found in 
the men’s room of the Muthalode Morning Mishap, 
so the mighty hog contented himself with a long, cool 
drink from the basin tap. 


“Now just what was all the commotion about?” 
he asked himself. “Oh, yes. Some joker’s going to 
hold up the bank at midnight and kill all the 
people! I suppose I ought to do something about 
that!” 


He started for the window and was halfway out 
of it before it occurred to him that banks weren’t 
open at midnight. 


“This fiend couldn’t possibly kill all the people 
then,” he thought, “because the bank will be empty! 
Til go down to the classified department and check 

is out!” 





There was Super-Fool, escaping on his unicycle. 


And sure enough, there had been a mistake. The 
revious day, just before the advertising department 
d closed, a short man wearing a and white 
striped blazer and a lampshade on his head had en- 
tered the office and dictated the ominous advertise- 
ment. His appearance had so flustered Miss Prim, 
the woman in charge, that she had written down the 
wrong time of day. 


“Why, yes,” she stammered, when questioned on 
the matter “I do believe this man was going to hold 
up the bank and kill all the people at high noon 
instead of midnight. I’m sorry. I’ve been here eight 
eats and that’s only the ninety-first mistake I’ve 
made.” 


Then, naturally, she passed out from shock, for the 
sight of a sweating, aggressive wart-hog, with seven 
hundred pounds hanging on a ten-foot frame, was 
something she’s heretofore encountered only in her 
wildest, most passion-wrought dreams. 


The office clock read 11:57. The brave hog knew he 
must be swift if he was to prevent disaster. 


“Where’s the First National Bank?” he asked Miss 
Prim, who was slowly regaining consciousness. The 
very sight of him, of course, sent her deep into a 
coma before she could answer. 


“Where the hell is the First National Bank?” he 
bellowed to the office in general, in a voice that fairly 
shook the windows. 
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“Well,” said one of the other workers, not the 
least bit fazed (nor the least bit sober), “you turn 
Hight on 7th Avenue and walk up to 14th Street 
wi you catch the uptown IRT . . . then you get 
off at Times Square, take the shuttle over to Grand 
Central and change to the uptown BMT .. .” 


“I am Wonder Wart-Hog!” roared the crime-fight- 
er. “I can fly! I don’t need to ride the subway! I don’t 
need explicit directions! I just need to know what 
sireee _ First National Bank is on! I need to know 
i ! 


“58rd and 5th,” said the man, responding now 
with the manner of one who has been asked for a 
cigarette by a Tasmanian Devil. 


Without another word, Wonder Wart-Hog crashed 
through the front door and high into the 
sky and within seconds he was over the First Na- 
tional Bank, alertly scanning the street below for 
some sign of trouble. Suddenly the front doors of 
the bank flew open and great clouds of black smoke 
billowed out, obscuring the many yple who were 
obviously fleeing for their lives in directions. 


“The time has come for action!” he screamed, and, 
rocketlike, he burst through the roof of the bank 
building, going down, faster and faster through all 
twenty-seven floors, until he landed on the first floor, 
crouched and ready to oppress evil. 





Down through all 27 stories went the Hog. 


Unfortunately, he couldn’t see a thing. The large 
room was completely full of choking black smoke, 
and, even worse, a nauseating gas, producing the 
worst odor he had encountered since, as Philbert 
Desanex, he had tripped and fallen face-first into a 
loaded cat box. The smell, he decided, was so bad 
that had he not been suddenly rendered too weak 
to move, he would have gone right back to the men’s 
room at the Muthalode Morning Mishap and changed 
back into Philbert Desanex. Then he would have quit 
his job, entered Muthalode City Hospital, and stayed 
for the duration of his life. 


Minutes later the smoke and gas began to fade 
away. Wonder Wart-Hog crawled slowly to the door- 
way and out into the street. He stood up, and, lean- 
ing against the entrance, took a big, deep breath of 
fresh air. 


“Achh!” he gagged. 


Wonder had forgotten that “fresh air” in a city 
such as Muthalode, what with the fumes from the 
buses, smoke from hundreds of thousands of in- 
cinerators, and all the outlying factories, was indeed 
worse than any gas ever contrived. If the villain had 
chosen to fill the bank with a million tons of com- 
pressed smog, all the customers would have been dead 
in three hours. He held his breath and went back 
into the bank to ask the manager what had happened. 


“Some guy with a yellow lampshade on his head 
came in here and gave all my tellers cigars. When 
they lit up, the stogies blew up, and the room was 
suddenly full of smoke and gas. Then this guy put 
on a polka-dot gas mask, filled a large sack with 
all the money he could scoop up and ran out the door. 
“By the way,” he added sarcastically, “I sure 
hope our insurance covers destruction due to wart- 
hogs.” He rolled his eyes to the sun, staring through 
the telescope-like holes Wonder Wart-Hog had made 
when he entered the bank. 


His sarcasm was lost on the Hog of Steel, al- 
ready aloft and intently scanning the city below for 
some sign of the criminal. 


“Exploding cigars, nauseous gases, lampshade on 
his head . . .” mused Wonder Wart-Hog as he 
searched the city, “this seems to be the work of my 
old arch-enemy, Super-Fool!” 


And indeed it was, Super-Fool was at this very 
minute pedaling his unicycle down toward the docks, 
where he had a hideout in an old loft, under the 
cover of the Slap-Your-Knee Party Gags Co. 


From the Hog of Steel’s excellent viewpoint, high 
above the city, it wasn’t long before he spotted his 
man. Super-Fool was just braking to a stop in front 
of the five-story building where the loft was located. 
He had, though, through the rearview mirror he 
attached to his lampshade hat when riding his uni- 
cycle, spotted his pursurer, so he quickly lept off 
his uaique vehicle and reached under the front steps 
for the bazooka he always kept there for emergencies 
such as this. Checking to make sure it was loaded, he 
levelled it at the fast approaching hog. 


“That popgun won't do you any good,” sneered the 
wart-hog. “You've obviously forgotten that I’m in- 
vincible!” 


_ “Invincible ‘en may well be,” laughed the mock- 
ing Super-Fool, “to such things as bullets and even 
bazooka shells. Unfortunately, you are, at present, 
a very sweaty wart-hog, and this bazooka is loaded, 
not with armor-piercing rockets, but with ground 
Fiberglas dust. Very itchy!” And he fired the gun 

ointblank at Wonder Wart-Hog, covering him from 

pointy ears to his outrageous feet. 


There was nothing, then, for Wonder to do, save 
to go around the corner to Sullivan’s Gym and take 
a long, hot soapy bath before he went insane. And 
wale pe did this, Super-Fool disappeared into his 

‘ideout. 


Super-Fool was, obviously, no fool in the literal 
sense of the word. His name came from the nature 
of his crimes, which, while they were generally typical, 
anti-social crimes, were always imbued with some zany 
twist. His capers always included the use of gadgets 


such as Whoopee Cushions, exploding cigars, fake 
lastic vomit, rubber scorpions, electric hand-shake 
yuzzers and the like. Wonder Wart-Hog had matched 
wits with Super-Fool several times in the past, and 
though he had always brought the villain to justice, 
Super-Fool was miles ahead on points in the “wit” 
conan, having caused the mighty hog no end of 
trouble. 


One time not so long ago, Super-Fool had dis- 
played amazing nerve by holding up the paymaster’s 
office at the Muthalode Morning Mishap. Since he 
had also, the night before, stolen the soap from Won- 
der Wart-Hog’s Dopp kit and substituted trick black 
soap (whereupon when the innocent victim washed 
his face with the ordinary-looking soap, he quickly 
became blacker and blacker), he proceeded to lead 
the giant hog a merry chase that terminated in 
Alabama. Immediately upon his arrival, Super-Fool 
alerted the local Ku Klux Klan. He told them that 
he (being a poor, innocent, and white salesman) was 
in danger of bodily harm because the biggest, cockiest 
Negro wart-hog he’d ever seen was chasing him in 
order to steal his money-purse and cut his throat. 
Well, any cocky war-hog would have brought froth 
to the mouths of the Kluxer assembly, but a black 
‘cocky warthog . . . why, that was enough to set 
the froth to boiling .Thus, when the unknowing Hog 
of Steel hit the outskirts of town he was greeted by 
five thousands of the meanest southern boys imagin- 
able, and promptly tarred and feathered. 


Another time, at a swank Muthalode party, Super- 
Fool contrived to substitute a Dribble Glass for the 
glass which Wonder Wart-Hog (hired to guard the 
priceless art objects) drank his punch from. When 
the pig discovered his red and green suit stained deep 
purple, he was forced to leave the party and change 
his clothes, lest he embarrass the city’s richest 
socialites (who were already a little hard put to 
accept a wart-hog in their midst, clean as he had 
been before the incident). Thus, with his only equal 
remoyed from the scene, Super-Fool proceeded to 

lace a Whoopee Cushion in the chair reserved for 

rs. Debnith Whitney, III, the richest dowager in 
town. Of course the cushion emitted quite a vulgar 
sound when the kind lady sat upon it, which in turn 
caused a deathly silence to fall over the gathering. 
Other prominent party-goers were, in fact, just about 
to strike Mrs. Debnith Whitney, III from the Social 
Register when Super-Fool arose and grandly took the 
blame for the outrageous, embarrassing noise. Mrs. 
Whitney, III was so relieved that she personally 
sought out the arch-villain to thank him. His glib, 
spell-binding tongue promptly conned her out of 
three million dollars. 


_. Wonder Wart-Hog remembered these and other 
incidents involving Super-Fool as he finished his bath. 
He began to get a little hot under the collar. He 
toweled himself dry and strode out of the gym with- 
out bothering to open the door. His destination was 
the building where he had last seen Super-Fool. 


The building that contained the loft had many 
doors and Wonder Wart-Hog went through quite a 
few without troubling to open them conventionally 
before his temper finally cooled, He stood, finally, 
on the very top floor, examining the contents of 
his hand. 


“Toothpaste!” he screamed, “That doorknob had 
toothpaste on it! If Super-Fool isn’t inside there some- 
where, I’m the densest swine that ever there was! 


Super-Fool opened the door and peered out. 


“Who the hell is making all that noise? Oh,” he 
muttered coyly, “it’s you, wart-hog. Come in and 
be quiet, or get lost!” 


He stepped aside, snickering all the while, allowing 
the wart-hog to enter, and then he scampered quick- 
ly to a corner where there was a big stack of boxes. 


“It’s high time you ate pie, you sloppy porker!” 
chortled Super-Fool, and, dipping rapidly into the 
boxes with both hands, he began flinging pies on the 
confused and hapless pig with fantastic speed and 
accuracy! 


Cherry, Apple, Lemon Custard, Blueberry, Peach, 
Pumpkin, Chocolate Cream, Banana Icebox, and, 
finally a Meringue and Collard Greens Special. One 
after the other, for a quarter of an hour, the pies 
slammed into the seemingly defenseless wart-hog. 
Splat! all over the nose. Whump! covering the pointed 
ears with sticky goo. The hog covered his face, and 
the pies slammed into his crotch! He crossed his legs 
and the berry-laden missles honed in on his feet, 
knocking away his props and landing him on his wart- 
hog duff. Once down, it was Pie-splat! Pie-splat! 
Pie-splat! on top of his head until his wart-hog 
sense of fair play began to dim. He tentatively stuck 
out his tongue to lick some of the mess away from 
his eyes and immediately caught one of the Specials 
half-way back up into his throat. He gagged briefly, 
and then he began to burn. Suddenly, there was 
fried pie all over the room. 





Super-Fool blasted the good Pig point-blank. 


Wonder Wart-Hog slowly stood up. Oblivious of the 
still sailing pastries, he strode purposefully, very 
purposefully, toward his assailant. It took him five 
steps, and he caught seventeen pies in the face, 
but now he had Super-Fool up against the wall, his 
striped blazer lapels gripped by mighty wart-hog 
paws, and there was little doubt as to who would die 
if any wrong moves were made. 


“Fool,” he said directly, “I am a patient wart-hag. 
In fact, I am such a patient wart-hog that I’m 


{continued on page 54) 
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++. SUPER FOOL (continued from page 33) 


standing here covered in meringue and you're still 
breathing! You won’t however, be breathing in fifteen 
seconds unless you hand over the money from the 
bank and come along quietly. If you do that,” he 
added menacingly, “perhaps you'll continue breath- 
ing for a full minute!” 


“Wonder,” giggled the Fool, “I’m afraid the joke, 


not to mention the custard, is on you! I, sir, am 
as penniless as a doodlebug!” 


“No money, eh?” growled the Hog of Steel. “Then 
with the three seconds you have left to live, you might 
explain what was in that sack you carried out of the 
bank!” 


“Being a wart-hog,” Super-Fool retorted, “you 
probably can’t read, and, therefore would have no 
way of Enowing that today was April Fool’s Day! Ap- 
parently the bankers were celebrating by giving every- 
one that came into the bank for money imitation 
greenbacks made of toilet paper. I now own $75,000 
worth of toilet paper, and you have no case at all! 
A jury would horselaugh themselves to their heavenly 
reward before they’d convict me.” 


Super-Fool slid slowly down the wall to the floor 
when Wonder Wart-Hog released his hold to begin 
picking the pie from his clothes. 


“I am tired,” said the pig. “I was awakened much 
too early today by a patie y idiot. I have been on 
what is obviously a wild goose chase. In the process 
I have been subjected to the worst smelling gas I’ve 
ever encountered, I’ve been covered from head to toe 
in itch Fiberglas dust, and I’ve been thoroughly pied. 
All of this misfortune was your doing, yet I am so 
fed up that I’m going to let you go. Beat it!” 


“Gee, thanks, Wonder. You're a real sport!” 


“Yeh. Hey, by the way, what terrible chemicals 
did you put in that gas anyway?” 


With a leer, Super-Fool answered, “That gas stank 
to high heaven because its basic component was ten 
condensed drops of Wart-hog essence!” 


“Indeed!” shrieked Wonder Wart-Hog. “Indeed! 
Essence of wart-hog, was it? You did say essence of 
wart-hogt I believe I heard you say essence of wart- 
hog! Well, guess what! That makes me mad! I’m 
going to thrash you within an inch of your life, and 
then I’m going to beat you to pieces!” 


And before the terrified Super-Fool could shrink 
from this earth, Wonder Wart-Hog went into action. 


STOMP! The wart-hog utilized a bit of fashion- 
able Brooklyn street-fighting technique! SLAM! A tad 
of judo! ZICK! a deft application of the deadly 
Kung Fu! FLIPPETY—BOOM! Some swift, func- 
tional jui-jitsu! WHACK! WHACK! Solid fundament- 
al karate! FUNK! Some lightning Yawara! GICK! 
A little Yubiwaza! Right up the old nose! SPROCK! 
Some painful Aikido! GOUGE! KICK! SMASH! KA- 
BLAM! RIP! TEAR! 


There wasn’t much left of poor Super-Fool when 
the powerful hog finally let up. There was, in fact, 
nothing left. 


“I seem to have lost my temper,” said Wonder 
Wart-Hog, punching his way out the door with his 


little finger. “I certainly do regret it!” 


“Tt just isn’t like me to go to pieces like that,” 
he muttered when he had left the building. And after 
a reasonable three or four second cooling off period, 
he was his normal, sane self again. He tore into the 
late Super-Fool’s hideout and left a pile of splinters 
which he kicked into the nearby river. Then he flew 
back to the newspaper office, crashed through the 
window on the 29th floor and changed back into 
quiet Philbert Desanex. 


Melody Lane, meanwhile, was nearing insanity 
trying to figure out what Philbert could have been 
doing in the men’s room all this time. She had been 
free to go home for two hours, but she still sat at 
her desk, hat and coat on, staring at the men’s room 
with a grim tenacious spirit. 


When Philbert finally emerged, affecting an air 
of nonchalance as though he’d merely been washing 
his hands, Melody exploded. 


“Well, it’s about time,” she shrieked. “What could 
is Possibly find to do in the men’s room for seven 
jours?” 


“Well, I was pretty sick,” he ventured. 


“Pretty sick?” she yodeled. “Pretty sick, indeed! 
T’ll say you're pretty sick! Boy! Sick? Did you say 
sick? You’re absolutely correct! You’re plenty sick, 
alright!” 


Philbert cringed. His stomach did a few flips. 

“You're so sick I sat here an hour past my dinner 
date! So you owe me dinner! Let’s go!” continued the 
irate Melody. 


“Okay. I guess so.” he shrugged. 


“DESANEX!” bellowed a voice. It was the boss. 
“DESANEX! Glad to see you back, Desanex. Na- 
turally, having been away from you desk all day, 
you’ll have to work until 2 a.m. to make it up! 


Now: get this, ace reporter! Wonder Wart-Hog just 
pounded an innocent arch-criminal to jelly down at 
the docks for no apparent reason! You get to the 
bottom of it!” 


Enraged, Melody Lane stalked out of the city 
room. She was immediately set upon in the hall by 
a large brute with lascivious evil in his soul. 


“Help! Eek!” she screamed. “I’m being ravished!” 


Philbert was just sitting down at his desk when 
he heard her cries of distress. His stomach began 
flipping and flopping with the efficient rhythm of a 
perfectly tuned Rolls-Royce engine. 


“This is obviously a job for WONDER .. .” he 
started. And then he thought. 


“The hell with it!” he thought. 


“Fine with me!” said a swinish voice from deep 

Then he disappeared back into the men’s room, 
leaving the city room deathly quiet except for oc- 
casional muffled sighs which seemed to originate in 
the outer hallway. 


THE END 
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Tk. noise of the ensuing 
battle, only a minuscle 
portion of which can be 
represented graphically 
here, was actually so over- 
whelming that it transcended 
the physical limits of 
ordinary noise and pene- 
trated into the FIFTH 
DIMENSION, where, by 
Coincidence, 4 wart-hog of 
the FUTURE is listening. 
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iS THIS, THEN, THE END ™ 
FOR THE BELOVED HOG OF STEEL? Y 
(NOT TO MENTION HIS YOUNG KID @ 
BROTHER PARANOID PUNKPIG WHO, 

AS WE ALL KNOW, IS FULLY CAPABLE OF #4 
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CLYDE CLODWELL 
(Pismo Beach) 


READ BY U.S. 
ARMED FORCES 


OVER 2,000,000 
COPIES SOLD 


HUNDREDS OF LETTERS 
DRAG cartoons REALLY WORKS. 












"I never laughed about anything 
until I got this wonderful book, 
It has paid for itself time and 


LIKE THIS PROVE 
TRY IT 


AND DISCOVER HOW EASY IT ISTO... 





I you could see the hundreds and 
hundreds of letters of sarcastic 
criticism in our files. You couldn’t 
understand how we can have the 
hair to make this Free Trial offer. 


Some of them are from such crack- 
pots as Mr. R. Varoom of Texas who 
writes “I have been an Automotive 
enthusist for 25 years, but DRAG 
cartoons makes me puke. 


Others are from slobs like Mrs. Ima 
Fink of Washington who says “The 
post office authorities should look 
into your activities”. And Mr. I. 
Ketchacommie of Los Angeles writes 
“I strongly recommend that the 


House of Un-American Hot Rod 
Activities investigate your entire 
staff! 


All have one thing in common: 
They all stink! No wonder you'll 
find this famous magazine in almost 
every out house in the country. 
And no wonder that more than 
2,000,000 copies—yes, TWO MIL- 
LION copies—have been sold! 


Eliminates Guesswork— 
Shows Exactly “Where to Find it"’ 


DRAG is so simple, so complete, 
you just can’t go wrong. Each page 


Same FREE Offer almost 
on ROTH Humor Magazine 


Brand -new copies 


read 
in original covers. 
Four issues avail— 





is marked with a page number so 
each story can read in 
sequence. No more thumbing 
through the pages—We have a com- 
plete table of contents on page 3 
.... or was it 4? Anyway its there. 
Takes out the guess work, false 
starts, wasting time or energy. 





Just look up your favoriate feature 
in the troubleshooter index. Turn to 
the right page. Follow the cry: 
clear step-by-step words and pi 
tures, And” presto—The story is 
done, quickly and easily! 








It's like having an automotive hu- 
morist right at your elbow, guiding 
your mind through every story—and 
if you can’t read . . . Look at the 
pictures. 


Everything You Need To Know 


This monthly edition brings you the 
“guts” of Drag Racing. Covers the 
adventures of “Ollie Ollie Over- 

ead”, “Temple | McFlathead”, 
“Wonder Wart-Hog”, and a Foto 
Quiz to test your drag racing knowl- 
edge. 





SEND MONEY 


Mail the coupon today, read the 
magazine for 10 days, if you don’t 
agree that DRAG cartoons is the 
“Finest In Automotive Humor” then 
retum the unread portion and a 
certified statement of 250 words or 
more why you didn’t read the un- 
read portion and your money will 
cheerfully be refunded. How "bout 
them apples? Mail the coupon now! 
DRAG cartoons, Dept., Desk 289, 
1423 Marcelina Ave. Suite A, Tor- 
rance, California, 90501. (Schools, 
Bookstores: Don't write for dis- 
counts.) 
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for 10-Day Examination 


See for yourself, 52 8% x 11 
pages, hand drawn drawings 
and photographs taken with 
precision cameras. 30,000 self 
induced questions like . . . 
“Why'd I waste my money ca 
this rag?” Along with 30,000 
answers to the above question 
which we're not allowed to 
print. 











289 
A, Torrance, Calif, 90501 


Rush to me at once (check box opposite order you want): 


(DRAG cartoon 10-Day Examination. Send 50¢ for post- 


age and handling. If O.K., I will keep the magazine and 
you can the money. if not I will submit a 250 word 
essay on why I'm retuming the unread portion entitled 
“Why I Haven't Read The Unread Portion” and my 
money will be cheerfully refunded. 

(DRAG cartoons 1 year subscription (12 issues) $4.00 
(DRAG cartoons 2 year subscription (24 issues) $7.00 

1 BIG DADDY ROTH sample copy—50¢ per issue 

Print Name e Age... 
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THE ONLY MONTHLY AUTOMOTIVE HUMOR MAGAZINE IN 
THE WORLD 











